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Cartoons and Comments 


THE GREAT HE passing of the boss — lately we have 
TRIUMVIRATE heard a lot about it. The political as- 

trologers have read in the stars that the boss is 
doomed. Also bossism. ‘The people in future are to do their own 
governing, unhampered by Murpuys, Wooprurrs, Coxes, ALD- 
RICHES, and LopGes. Government for the people is to mean some- 


thing at last, or so we have heard, and we admit that signs to that- 


_ effect are plentiful. If it were only against bosses in human form, 
‘this growing revolt, the outlook for bossism might not be so 
gloomy. Bosses in human form have felt before the force of public 
wrath and — other bosses have taken their places. ‘The job of a 
boss is to advance the interests of Privilege at the expense of those 
of the people, and Privilege never cares who is boss so long as it is 
well served and gets what it wants from legislatures and such. 
Privilege looks on undisturbed at the downfall of a CROKER or a 
ForaKeER, but the bosses against 
whom the people are now in 
revolt are much more power- 
ful than bosses in human 
form, and once overthrown, 
Privilege cannot install 
others in their stead. The 
bosses who have: held the 
voters of the United States 
in abject thralldom for 
years, but whose hold 
gets looser daily, 
are Indifference, ts 
Ignorance, and buitas 
Partisan Preju- ¥ ’ 
dice. Ever effec- 
tive in keeping 
otherwise intelli- 
gent men from 
seeing and think- 
ing, they have 
done more, these 
three, for Privi- 
lege, Monopoly, 
and Legalized : 
Wrong, than.all the’ 
ALDRICHES and Can- 
NONS in creation. Over- 
throw this triumvirate, 
‘and -petty, “~puny human 
bosses will shrivel up and die 
for lack of nourishment. 








xe ballot; to “view 
“COPENHAGEN rises to RoOsE- THE INTRODUCTION. with alarm” iniquitous free 
VELT,” said a newspaper FATHER TiME.— My young friend, here is a gentleman who is very trade, and to “point with pride” 
caption. Copenhagen, you re- anxious to know you. to that mainspring of prosperity, 


member, fe// for Cook. CoLLeGe Grap.—P-pl-leased to meet y-you, I’m sure, sir. the high protective tariff. 





























WE REGRET as much as anybody the unpleasant climax of the 
Ro.uins affair. FRANK West Ro L.ins, formerly Governor of 
New Hampshire, could have had only the best and purest of motives 
when he omitted to “declare” to the customs officials about one 
hundred and fifty dutiable items of baggage at the conclusion of a 
European tour.. Being a Republican, and from a State where the 
Stand-Pat gospel in all its awful orthodoxy is preached, Governor 
ROLLINS no doubt in many a campaign sermon has warned the 
voters of New Hampshire of the fearful damnation which awaits the 
Free ‘Trader, or anyone, name immaterial, who would ruthlessly 
wreck the careers of American workmen: by exposing them to the 
competitive assaults of “foreign cheap labor.” Knowing full well 
what a disturbing effect upon protected American workers the 
admission of one hundred and fifty miscellaneous articles of European 
manufacture would be sure to have, Mr. ROLLINs, it seems to us, 
took the only course open to a 
loyal High Protectionist mind- 
ful of party principles. He 
conservatively “declared” 
but one purchase, a fur jacket. 
‘Thereupon, a Federal Grand 
Jury, callous, unfeeling, 
wholly incapable of detec- , 
ting in his: conduct 
the motives of.a con- 
siderate patriot, in- 
dicted Governor 
ROLLINS for at- 
tempted smuggling, 
and an. unappreci- , 
ative clod of a judge 
finéd him two thou- 
sand dollars on the , 
strength. of his 
- plea — purely 
technical — of 
guilty. Accord- 
ing to a Concord 
dispatch, the con- 
viction of Gov- 
ernor ROLLINS 
will not affect in 
any way his right to 
vote, and we are 
heartily glad it 
o won't. He will still 
be able to cast his 
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ONE FOOL THING AFTER ANOTHER. 





























THE SPEEDOMETER ROMANCE. INVIDIOUS DISTINCTIONS. 
ANDEEVER threw over the high-speed lever and the big “THOUGH they tell me I can’t have a vote,” 
six swung into Fifth Avenue at a seventy-mile gait. She said, “it’s amusing to note 
With a deep-throated song of strength the motors They let in the game — 
fell to work. A cabman came out of a side street — One who can't write his name, 
his rig was picked up in fragments half a block away. And the fool who goes rocking the boat.” 


A slight jar apprized Vandeever of the fact that he 

had struck something, but he did not slow down nor W'° think the world is growing better. ‘There seems to be an in- 
turn his head. In the wake of the great machine lay creasing determination to make the other fellow do what is right. 
disaster. Four bicycle policemen were dying from their 
efforts to catch the daredevil driver; a family of four 
was scattered over the neighborhood, and a Fifth Avenue 
bus, turned on its side, groaned like a dying elephant 
while its passengers extricated themselves from the 
débris. But Vandeever only switched on more power 
until the speed became so great that it actually out- 
‘ stripped the sound of the shrieking horn!” 

Is this a description of a Vanderbilt Cup race, of 
the flight of one who would save a city, or of the en- 
, deavor of a doctor to reach a patient’s home in time to 
save a great man’s life? 

Frankly, it is not. It is merely a sample of the 
contemporary novelist’s description of his-hero’s effort 
to reach the home of the heroine in time to take her 
somewhere. And as a hero always breaks speed laws 
in this glorious fashion, and is never arrested, this sort 
of romance is of great aid and comfort to the opponents 
of joy-riding and kindred speed-mania manifestations. 








FASTER. 


HekRyY— 


LEwis--~ j 





I Raper FH sae Nature is superior to man in 
everything. For instance, there is nothing that fier siost 
travels so fast as the unseen wind. 

Wituie.— Huh! You ought to hear what my pa IN HARDEST LUCK. 
says about a sight draft! : THE GIRL WHOSE FRONT STEPS ARE RIGHT IN THE GLARE OF A STREET LAMP. 











BR. capaptignd are generally used to prowe the things that we Know are 
not SO. ° 
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ne TRAVERS! Why, how do you do? 
Have you not heard of my recent success, 
And of the praise and the plaudits I drew ? 
Though I was bitterly panned by the press 
Some of the critics were forced to confess 
They such a “ Hamlet’’ as mine never knew. 
Was it atriumph? Well, rather, I guess! 
I was a riot in Kalamazoo! 





We had ’em going in Keokuk, too: 
Played to a hundred and fifty—no less! 
And, though I say it myself, it was due 
Solely to me that we made a success. 
I’m not a knocker, but nevertheless, 
Rave as you may about Sothern and Drew, 
Still there are other good actors, I guess— 
I was a riot in Kalamazoo! 


rer 
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No, I’ve not signed for next season. Have you? 
Frohman will offer me something, I guess; 
I shall stick out for a hundred or two: 
Really, old fellow, I could n’t take less. 
And (my conviction I freely express) 
I shall be starred, for it’s only my due. 
This on the managers’ minds | ’ll impress— 
I was a riot in Kalamazoo! 














(Aside :) 
Friend, whose acquaintance I’m proud to possess, 
WwW": does it matter whether the pen or the sword be the might- Can you not lend me a dollar or two? 
ier, so long as most men can do very little with either Fortune is fickle; but, nevertheless, 
beyond tripping themselves up ? I was a riot in Kalamazoo! ]. Adair Strawson. 
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TALK ABOUT THE SWORD OF DAMOCLES! 
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. MIsTREss.— Lena, do you call this floor clean? Why, I could 


write my name in the dust! 


A FUTURE GROUCH. 
(Zime.: Twenty-First Century.) 


T is Paula’s old-fash- 

ioned whim that makes 

us visit the old folks 

in the city every five 

or six years. I think 

she hates to leave 

the comforts of the farm 

as much as I do, but she was 

born and reared in the city, 

poor girl, and perhaps even 

stupid, out-of-date Broadway 

has a faint memorial lure for 

her. Also, she has a queer 

sentiment about duty to one’s 

parents, never having been 

taught that parents are a mere 

accident for which one is not 
responsible. 

Never again, though! I’m 
back among my cows and 
conveniences, and nevermore 
will I be dragged into that 
dinky, dull, seedy, subway-rid- 
den, poverty-stricken dump 
they call New York. Paula’s 
folks can think, if they want 
to, that I’m swelled up and 
look down on them just be- 
cause I’m a farmer and they 
mere common city folks. They 
can come out here and gape at 
my private monorail system, 
run my best aéroplane into the 
hanging spinach gardens, and 
smash the wireless with their 
chatter to Cousin Rudolph’s 
folks in Mars. They’re wel- 
come any time. But they 
can’t reciprocate. 

My father had some sense. 
He was a good old Forty- 
niner — joined the Back-to-the- 


Land Rush of 1949, you know —and I’ve stuck to his pay-dirt. The 
fools that stayed in the city can keep staying there. If they can live 
on $50,000 a year and enjoy clerking in a store at that pay, all right. 
But one of my automatic hens earns more than that in a week. 

Why, my wife’s dad, even at 65, 
if he’d take my advice and buy a little fourteen-story irrigation 
farm in Sahara, stock it with artificial dirt, raise flowers on the for the jay trade. And shift the Burbank gauge in 
ground floor, pigs on the second, fruit on the third, and so on, 


I’ve tried to help ’em, too. 









Lrna.— Ay can write too, and Ay skol write har a note so she skol 


not forget. 


BITING THE DUST. 


STorY OF LENA AND THE VACUUM-CLEANER. 





LENA (with the vacuum-cleaner).—Ay don’t lak for har to spik so 


rough! Ay ban yust so good lak har even if ay ban no lady. 





Ay ban tired of dis place anyhow. 





THE Note LENA ‘‘CLEANED” IN THE CARPET. 


would have a decent little nest-egg before he died. And he’d be _ berry vines this year. 





_ If only lowe would 


Yes, I forgive ’em, but never again for me! Hey, 
Gus, switch the weather regulator to rain. I see by 
the long-distance camera that the onions in the north- 
east corner of the seventy-third story are a bit dry. 
No, you can fill the New York order with the fourteen- 
year-old eggs; I doubt if the thirteens are ripe enough 


the twenty-third level; we’ll raise pickles on the straw- 


last as long as lowe-letters. 


within fifteen minutes’ fly of 
New York all the time. 

The cost of living began go- 
ing up way back in my grand- 
father’s time — 1908 or some- 
thing like that — and still a lot 
of those city dopes could n’t 
take a hint— went on putting 
good money into railroads with 
two rails! 

However, it’s no use ridicul- 
ing the wife’s folks. All 1 say 
is that I won’t visit their foolish 
urban den any more. Why, 
the old man makes noises when 
he talks, as if the soundless 
speaker had never been in- 
vented, And he wanted me to 
SHAVE with a SAFETY 
RAZOR, when one could see 
at a glance that my vacuum 
puller had given me a bald face 
for life. 

Then, when I asked the but- 
ler to call up Aunt Jennie’s 
spirit in the other world on the 
spookophone, Paula’s mother 
informed me that they did n’t 
talk with the dead, because it 
seemed uncanny to their old- 
fashioned minds. Would n’t 
that crumple you up! 

But of course they ’re poor. 
I don’t suppose the old man’s 
got a million to his name. So 
[’ll have to forgive them for 
running sewing-machine and 
wash-wringer with an electric 
battery instead of connecting 
the house with Halley’s 
Comet Power, 
which runs 
everything on 
the farm except 
Paula. 






Chester Firkins. 


DIVISION OF LABOR. 
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-An’ sun-perch? Thar’s a juicy bit 


ERASTUS A-FISHIN’. 


ME FOLKS dey thinks a plump black bass 
Is jess th’ fish ter eat; 
An’ I’ allow, when he’s fried brown, 
He’s monstrous nice and sweet. 
Some other folks dey likes a shad 
Ter glorify a meal, 
An’ some folks thinks th’ only one 
Is slipp’ry Mr. Eel. 
But let me tell you, boney, dat 
TP’ bes’ of all’s a valler cat! 


lain’t no fool about a carp; 
Of scaly food ter chew; He is a bony fish; 

When served with hoecake, smokin’ hot, § And yet!’s seen him when he made 
I likes dat perch, I do. A pow’ ful temptin’ dish. 
Th’ sucker-fish, he ain’t so bad, — OP loggerhaid’s a ugly cuss, 

1’m ruther fond of him; ‘But in a soup-plate— um-m-m! 
An’ yassar, | concedes ter say I can’t dispute ef you eats bim 
I thinks a sight of bream. You’s sholy eatin’ some ! 
But let me tell you, boney, dat But let me tell you, honey, dat 
Tb’ bes’ of all’s a yaller cat! TB’ bes’ of all’s a yaller cat! 


So when I flings dis line out thar. 
I’s no partic’ lar choice. 
I’cepts th’ things th’ Lord pervides, 
An’ in ma heart rejoice. 
Come bass or bream or OI Man Eel, 
Come logger-haid or shad, 
Come sucker-fish or bony carp — 
I’ll take ’em an’ be glad! 
But let me tell you, boney, dat 
Tb’ bes’ of all’s a yaller cat! 
James B: Nevin. 
Je 


GENERALLY it’s a wise child that knows less than its own father. 





SOME OCCUPATION. 


“H”: you any occupation?” asked the census enumerator of the 

small, thin little woman who came to the door with a dish- 
towel in one hand and half-a-dozen knives and forks she was wiping 
in the other. 

‘“‘Have I what?” she remarked. ‘Well, I don’t know what 
you'd call it, but I get up ev’ry morning at five o’clock, a half-hour 
before any one else does, and I build the fire and get breakfast for. 
nine people and work out bread or make pies or something like that 
while they eat, and then I get five children ready for school and put 
up the lunch for my husband and two boarders and then I wash or 
iron or run a sewing-machine or bake or mend or scrub or fry dough- 
nuts or sweep or wash windows or dust or make soap or sift ashes or 
something like that ev’ry blessed minute until the children come home 
to dinner, and then I wash them up and send them back to school 
and then I wash dishes and begin to think what we’ll have for supper 
and then I go out and buy it and sew or darn some more until it’s 
time to begin supper, and then I get supper 
and wash more dishes and mix bread and 
sew on buttons and darn or get the hash 
ready for breakfast or put the codfish to 
soak for fishballs or do something for an 
hour or two after every one else is in bed 
and putter about until about eleven 
o'clock, and if you don’t call that being 
occupied what in time do you call it, 
young man? And yet I’ve heard that a 
woman in my situation is put down in 
your census books as not having any occu- 
pation! I’d like to know what Uncle 
Sam’s idee of an occupation is, that’s 
what I’d like to know!” M. W. 





FOND PARENTS. 


H, wad some power the giftie gie em 
To see their kids as ithers see ’em! 


CONDITIONS. 


Lage nea suppose you ’ll spend the 
season in Europe among the big 
bugs? 
TicKERLY.— Unless the market 
changes I’ll be more likely to spend it out 
in Yaphank among the potato-bugs. 


il Ul 


we 
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| | ln actin MIDAS. 
\A.% Mi! Levenime— Ms had come to that point in his 
ay | | | | career where everything he touched 
Sars VS turned to gold. 
diui tes “What shall you ever do with the stuff?” asked 


THE ART GAME. 


his entourage in visible alarm. 
Midas affected not to be uneasy. “Just wait till 


Hostess.— Yes, that is one of our treasures. It is an original forgery by. Dauber the boys begin to touch me ” quoth he, displaying an 
from Rubens. We have a number of forgeries of Dauber’s forgeries, but this is one acquaintance with economic tendencies far in advance 


of the few original forgeries left. 


of his age. 








here there’s will there’s a way, and yet by no means everyone who 


has a will gets away with it. 


















































Andrew Carnegie, the well-known littérateur, is famed for a 
sympathetic kindliness which he is ready to express on ail occa- 
sions. Not long ago Dr. Weir Mitchell, another author, sprained 
his wrist. Shortly afterward Mr. Carnegie met Dr. Mitchell at a 
Socialist meeting. Seeing his arm in a sling he said: “ How is 
your wrist, doctor?” 

™= 


No man in the business world can turn a merry jest more 
neatly than Mr. John D. Rockefeller. When he was a young man 
he could start a whole congregation to laughing merely by walk- 
ing down the aisle. It is related that once, while dining with Ida 
Tarbell, she accidentally spilled some water on her foulard, and 
he remarked that it was a perfect shame. 

= 

James J. Hill is noted for reaching a conclusion quickly, and 
yet he rarely makes a mistake. One day as he was 
standing in the bread-line, Chancellor Day hap- 
pened to pass, saw his plight, and took pity 
on him. 

“Will you have a little drink, Jim?” 
said the Chancellor cordially. 

“Yes,” said Mr. Hill withoutamoment’s 










1 hesitation. 
i PROSPEROUS PUSSY. Ne 

THE WoMAN.— Why, Pussy’s got a fit! She must have been eating George Ade, the well-known humorist and 
too much meat. dramatist, is out with a new story. 

Tue Man.—If / could afford to eat too much meat, /’d havea fit, too! “ I was coming down the elevator the 


other day,” says Ade. ‘The car stopped at 
the third floor and I inadvertently stepped out, 








IN THE PUBLIC lI. thinking it was the bottom.” 
HE following story is told of W. D. Howells to illus- ;  - ae 
@2, trate his irrepressible sense of humor. Going into At times President Taft is very happy in his 
a barber-shop one evening about sunset, he asked _ after-dinner speeches. On a recent occasion he told 
rye the barber how long he would have to wait for a _ how, during the campaign, a man asked him if he had THE HAPPY ENDING 
uss-Y shave. Upon being told that he would have to _ had Presidential aspirations very long, and he had re- OSI 
wait-some time, he said he would return later. plied that he had always thought it would be a fine 7 > Sones, 
a xe thing to be the titular head of the Republican Party. 
Senator Chauncey M. Depew is one of the ‘ 
keenest wits in Washington. No joke is considered a Theodore Roosevelt, who for a number of years was at the head 


good one unless it is told by him. The other day he was walking up _ of the National Comedy Company at Washington, had the reputation 
Pennsylvania Avenue when he noticed that there were a great many for reaching an opinion quickly and expressing it emphatically. Joseph 
people on the street. Turning to his companion, Mr. BookerT. Wash- _ Pulitzer, the newspaper man, tells of how he met Roosevelt one day 
ington, he said with a smile: “It is difficult to stay indoors on such a coming out of the office of the Panama Canal Commission. 
beautiful day as this.” _ _ “Do you think it will.rain?” asked Mr. Pulitzer timidly. 

* “Sure!” responded Roosevelt in great anger. 
, Ellis O. Jones 
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¥ BEING SEEN BY NEW YORK. 


A Way to Impress Upon PEOPLE THE Fact THAT ONE HAS MONEY. 














THE 





SIREN SONG OF 


Tue OLp Strurr Dogs n't ( 


SONG OF PARTISANSHIP. 


> SturF Dogs n’t Go Any More. 











AFTERWARD. 


E was not great in any way, 

~ He did not do a noble deed, 
Nor lend a helping hand to aid 

A luckless creature in his need. 


Yet he was missed far more than if 
Mankind was better for his ken, 
Since, though his way led through the world, 
He never bored his fellow-men ! 
Charlotte Becker. 


ME OR ZIMRI. 


WANTS to ax yo’ advice, Brudder 
Ramshack,” began an_ obfusti- 
cated - looking colored citizen. 
“Wants yo’to tell me, in yo’ 
humble opinion, how to git out’n 
de melee I’s in. I’s so mixed in 

my mind dat—aw, dess lemme ’spa- 

tiate: Muh.wife—broad, hefty lady, 
as yo’ knows —wants her rights, an*—” 
“ Dey all does, sah!” interrupted 
old Brother Ramshack, who was no little 
of a philosopher. ‘“ Lady folks is all dat- 
uh-way; wants deir rights.” 
“ But dis’n gits’em! Rotches out and snatches 














HIS NOT TO REASON WHY. 


Nee 9/, "em away fum me — dat’s her method of puhsoot. 7 - : 
yo ®, Wants her rights an’ gits em! I done woke up in de Census-Taker. — Er—white or black, ma’am? 


middle o’ de night an’ found her goin’ th’oo mah pants 
pockets—sixty-fi’ cents, good money, in dem pants, too, sah!” 
“Why didn’t yo’ hop up an’ lam her, Brudder Sagg ?” “ Was it? I ’skivered dat it was stawmin’ outside—train en’ 
“Lam who? Yo’ isn’t talkin’ to me,sah! Dat lady weighs thunder an’ lightnin’—plenty! An’ as de lady did n’t call me back 
nigh three hund’ed pounds!. Nussah, de meanest I done was to’ I hatter make muh bluff good. So I boosted old Zimri, de hoss, 
set up in muh verticle couch an’ ax her, ‘Uh-looky yuh, lady! out’n de stable, an’ sot about doin’ 
Don’t yo’ think yo’ actin’’sawtuh similar? What kind-uh way am de best I could for muhse’f. An’ 
dat for a ’spectable mar’d ’ooman to be puhseedin’?’ An’ she told den muh wife looked out an’ seed de 
me to shet muh mouf, uh-kase she was dess ’joyin’ her rights, like hoss hoomped up dar in de stawm, 
de white ladies does. Well, sah, dat made me ashy; did for a fact an’ yelled at me what did I mean, 
—'t wuz de last feather dat broke de Campbellite’s back! An’I  o’nery scoun’rel dat I was, by treatin’ 
hollered, as I jumped for de do’, fetch-taked if I would sleep in de po’ old Zimri dat-uh-way? ‘ Lady,’ 
same edifice wid no sich-uh pusson; I’d sooner sleep in de stable, I hollered. back wid dignity, ‘it’s 





I says. An’ out de do’ I went, an’ slammed it—hahd /” eeder me or Zimri. Once and for 
“ Ah-hah! Dat was de way to do!” : de last time choose uh-twixt yo’ hus- 
band an’ dat hoss!’ An’ she dess 

Pe om M4 th’owed de do’ wide open, and 


yelled, ‘Uh-come on in yuh, 
Zimri!’ An’ I axes yo’, sah, 
i _.t asa man o’ de world an’ a 
brudder in de lodge, 
what’m I to do ’bout- 
it? Which-uh-way am 
. ’ , 
I to turn in de ’mer- = 











a 


gency?” 

“Go ahead an’ git : 
a divo’ce fum de lady; THE PEEK OF HER 
dat’s what yo’ gotter AMBITION. 


do. An’—bless good- 
ness!—yo’ got plenty 0’ avocation for it, too, 
Brudder Sagg.” 

“ Yassah, I s’picion I-has; but, to tell de troof, 
Brudder Ramshack, I kain’t sca’cely bring muh- 
se’f to do it. Yo’ see, I’s had her so long dat 
she seems like one o’ de fambly!” 

Tom P, Morgan. 


THE -RESULT. 






LADYs BEauTIFUL. — We girls of the Lotus 
Coterie discussed Hamlet last night. 
tb Fa delim Mavup Brisk.—What was the result ? 
ai Le " Levering,” Guapys BEautTiruL.—Oh, after a spirited de- 
bate lasting an hour and a half, it was unanimously 
CHARGE OF THE GASOLENE LANCERS. decided that a chaperon is not a necessary adjunct to 
REGULAR FEATURE OF THE NEXt EUROPEAN War. a motor-car. , c 








oO” many men do wrong in order to get in right. 



























oRIS, beware, nor in thy pride disdain 
The turning worm—Oh, let me not in vain 

Inveigh against the terrors that lie hid 

Within the awful circle of thy lid! 





Remember, dear, ’t is yours to choose a dart 
Out of Love's armory, and pierce my heart; 
But ’t is another thing when on the sly 

You thrust a yard-long hatpin in my eye. 


Oh, sweet, with due discretion temper style, 
Lest Love’s pale fragrant flower perish while, 
With every wanton wind the compass knows, 
A feather gently titillates my nose; 





Nor wonder if Love’s eloquence grows cold, 
Leaving the tale of passion half untold 
To beauty so beset—one can’t, in fine, 
Whisper soft nothings to a porcupine! 

D. B. Van Buren. 








THE THREAT THAT TOLD. TRICKS ANY HUSBAND CAN LEARN. 


1s mother was rocking the infant Hercules to sleep, but the fi. TELL yellow from green in matching silk. ‘To wash the dishes 
young giant refused to go. “I'll call the bogey man!” without breaking more than two. To keep quiet when he’s 
she threat- spoken to. To face 
— _ the cook when she’s 
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“Huh,” said Her- 25 —— a“ | | Ml Yj angry. To find out 

cules, “‘ I could choke — Zz q ye y/ Md what ails the gas- 

him with one hand.” | pot ow 7 — , : range. To stand in 

“T’ll call the po- | agus = a Me NAS line an hour for two 

lice!” she added. ‘ — G trading-stamps. To 

“Huh,’’ again = | ig, oh) I ; set up his wife’s 

— ae NM fle % e. 7 .* BF — in business. 

m goin’ to clean | Wij, Ze & 2, W - o get up winter 

the Augean Stables, — — : g nights to investigate 

| and they can’t even Mi Gg “robbers.” To smile 
‘ clean up the illegal MT Z ji when his old sweet- 
i voters.” -- a Hil] > 542 hearts’ pictures are 
} “T’ll call the Presi- MA = burned up. To pre- 
dent!” shesuggested. if Vig ; fer halma at home to 








“Huh, the one 
who could put me to 
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billiards at the club. 
To drop his old 


sleep is in Europe,” < friends because they 
“ are “vulgar.” To 

and howled anew. < ‘ ; \ give up coffee be- 
But his mother had oo = 5s cause it disagrees 


reserved the greatest ate pia LLY 


threat for the last. - 
} 
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“Tl call a Suffra- 


x 
a 
gette!” she triumph- Me 
antly promised. Poe 






laughed the bad boy, - 


With a cry of in- 
fantile distress Her- 
cules turned over and 
fell asleep. 
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stick to.” THE VILLAIN. — Wr-r-r-ring the secret from you, cuk - kurse you! 


Yas BU 
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with his wife. 


PROPORTION. 


(> this 
world one happy 
hour makes up for a 
heap of unhappy ones. 


Pessimist.— Yes. 
It has to. 


DIFFERENT. PROOF. 

“\7es; Brown will stick 7 os ow did you know that 

| a to anything he likes.” THE GREAT THIRDDEGREE SCENE, H the great magnate 
“True, but he doesn’t THE HEROINE (in Chivese den).—Help! Help! What in Heaven’s name was so ill?” 

like anything he has to are you about to do, Claude Cunningham? “T saw it denied in the 


papers.” 
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yy THE CHAMPAGNE 

URAIV AGINE 
5 OF BoTTLet 
Zlak 


3y Mitter at MiLwAUKEE 


hile Koc 


“The Worlds Best Table Water” 
~~ 


a " ; 


THE BOGUS BARON. FOR » MEN OF BRAINS “Wuat makes the trust magnate look so worried?” 

“He has just read that the American, farmer is very i 

IGARS prosperous, and he feels that he must have overlooked some- 
thing.” — Houston Post. 


“MADE AT KEY WEST— we : 























PARIS 
GARTERS 


A Necessity with 
Knee Drawers 


They fit so well, you 
| forget theyre there 


25*, 50¢and $12°% at 


——— 














































your dealers,or sample ab 
: pair from the makers. th 
. A STEIN& Co. E 
SWINDLER.— Nice fur overcoat,. that! 505 CenterAve Chicago. vi 
Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that ; N ‘@) M E TA L. eae — oe He 
Abbott's Bitters be used in making it; insures your = (70 waiter).— ‘‘1 just discovered that I have forgotten - 
getting the very best. | Can touc h you | my money. Ill leave my fur coat as security, however, till 
= oe sneieimmne ae : I can come back with some.” kr 
a . WAITER.— All right, sir. It’s all the same to us. 
rut Foorsatyt Lover. . 
“Goodness, Joe!” said the voice in the darkness, ‘‘ you seca a 7 
are chewing up my ear!” : eee . 
$ the, Foard i : “Wuo was this fellow Pepys, and what is his claim to 
“Beg pardon, dear,” was the masculine reply. Samay” * 
“You seem to forget that the football season has : ; , , , Ac 
asia"... Veniliete Sites “‘ His claim to fame is well founded, my friend. He’s the Br 
.’— Yonkers Statesman. Pipes. ts : 
man who kepta diary for more than a year.” — Courier-Journal. 
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HALF THE COST 
OF IMPORTED 


UU 


"UY 
2777 WY Yue 


Of the six American 
Champagnes exhib- 
ited, GREAT WEST- 
ERN was the Only 
One Awarded the 
Gold Medal at Paris 
Exposition, 1900. 























Your Grocer or Dealer 





= = } can Supply You 
. = = == Dp Sold Everywhere els 
; _— = Pl t Vall 
= == ¥ easant Valley 





Wine Co. 
Rheims, N. Y. 


Oldest and Largest Champagne House in America 




















‘* First to eat my fill, then to work.” 


PoRTER.— Here aré three marks from the baron for the 
bill, and he asks to have the fur coat returned. 

WAITER.— Very well. Here it is, and best thanks to 
him for the tip. 


“She is very liberal in her charities,” said one woman. 

“Yes,” answered the other, “liberal, but not always 
practical. For instance, she wanted to send alarm-clocks to 
Africa to aid sufferers from. the sleeping-sickness.”— WasA- 
ington Star. , 









lasts, it will shine on! It benefits all metals, minerals 
ee oe ge 25c 1 Ib box. For sale by drug- GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 


fillinas Hodieees, 200 h Weektnntoe ‘be, fant ao “its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles. 
































“T HAVE to get another typewriter,” 
said the hustling man. “This one is 


cewsumg wert epee” || Pupe, Healthful, Refreshing 


“That ’s a great loss of time.” 
“JT don’t mind the time, but it inter- 


feres with discipline to have me keep sd es 
saying ‘I don’t know.’ ” — Washington 
Star. 


“THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS” 


























“Ma, what is poetic justice?” 
“Let me see. It would be giving your father a box of the kind of cigars 
he tells his friends I always pick out for him at Christinas.”—/’ain Dealer. | 


svarcapia || I, W. HARPER || 


Its aromatic PE Sco sid KENTUCKY WHISKEY | 


It is the most perfect blend of tobacco you 
ever put in your pipe—the highest class—it 


stands all by itself, the KING of mixtures. - The kind your grandfather used.” | 


A tobacco that your women folks will 


like to have you smoke at home—you may “ ” Ask FoR 
never have known the luxury of a pipe STILL THE BEST. | Tees He. ae 


meee: BERNHEIM DISTILLING Co., | . InsiSTON BLATZ" 

| ul ©., INCORPORATED a ————— 
* SEND 10 CENTS send a sample. Louisvitte. “teumapamaee” 
THE SURBRUG CO., 81 Dey St., New York 
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THEIR JoINT KNOWLEDGE. 
FresHiE.—In class this morning the Prof. in English Literature spoke Laugh and Grow Fat ! Take PUCK and Laugh i 
about Beaumont and Fletcher. I know who Beaumont is, of course,—he ’s 
that new outfielder of the Cubs; but who in Sam Hill is Fletcher ? 


Sopuy.—Why, you bonehead, he’s the guy that says you must chew your i 
victuals 136 times before you swallow ’em!—Chicago Tribune. ear e 
? * 


MamMa.—What are you doing, Elsie ? 


Exsie.—Drawing a picture of God. f 
Mamma.— But—er—well, dear, I wouldn’t do that. You see, no one ear e; 


knows just how God looks. 
Exsiz.—They will when they see this!— Axchange. 














NOW is the accepted time 


. ALLENS FOOT-EASE,... ~~. anREE To SUBSCRIBE FOR 


The antiseptic powder toShake into your Shoes, forTired, FOOT-EASE. For FREE 


Aching Feet. Makes walking easy. Always use it for Trial Package, ‘address 
1€ Breaking in New shoes. ‘Ina Pinch. use Allen’s Foot- ne ALLEN 8. OLMSTED, 
7 Ease.” Sold everywhere, 25c. Do not accept a substitute. on every Dox. Le Roy, N. Y¥. 
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The Foremost Humorous Weekly 
of America 









As a Home Paper 
PVUCK._ will please you 











@ It is funny, but neither vulgar nor suggestive. 
@ It is attractive pictorially, because its artists are among the bed. 
@ It is of serious interest, because its cartoons form a political history of the times. 


@ It is not a juvenile publication, but it is better for children than the comic 
supplements of the Sunday newspapers. 


Published Every Wednesday. 10c. per Copy. $5.00 Yearly. 











If your newsdealer doesn’t handle PUCK, | PUCK, New York 


ask him to order it for you. i ah ail ie de saat 
liberal package of 
Tell Your Newsdealer a ree & ane eae 


Guest.—Where is my fur overcoat ? 
WAITER.—Was that your coat? I thought it 
belonged to the baron who sat here!—Zustige Woche. 


Ae NEXT WEEK. 8 ee Te ae 

Sliced Oranges with a dash of Abbott's Bitters 
are sepetting and healthful. Sample by mail, 25 cts. 
in stamps. CO. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 
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RAILROAD 


Goinc Some. 

A teacher in a New England gram- 
mar school found the subjoined facts 
in a composition on Longfellow, the 
poet, written by a fifteen-year-old girl: 

“Henry W. Longfellow was born in 
Portland, Me., while his parents were 
traveling in Europe. He had many 
fast friends, among whom the fastest 
were Phoebe and Alice Cary.” — 
Everybody’. 



















hilip Morris 


ORIGINAL LONDON 


Cigarettes 


They’re the true 
definition of 


















Many an author is blue because his ‘**quality.” 
books are not read.— Zhe Meddler. 
Not 
Hunyadi~"3] * 
PN Wr) td anal 
ons NNR irae Janos 
SUMMER VACATIONS. Natural Laxative 
Water | 
The time is coming for summer outings. Have you Recommended CAMBRIDGE 25¢ 
thought about yours yet? by Physicians sg pastes ret —_ ||| 
. Ss R PR. Hl 5 
No country on the face of the globe contains so many gods ar mg the aberdeen see SOC Ee q ' P 
; delightful summer resorts as the United States, with its near CONST 1p ATION In Cork and Plain Tips 4 
: neighbor, Canada. > By As inl ‘*The Little Brown Box’’ 
t The Pennsylvania Railroad’s popular Summer Excursion tlle: s Ra leon. aiaitaae altos Se oe ama sat bio vectingittar conical 
; Book, issued on June 1, you will find a wonderful help in - - ; 
4 plotting out your summer trip. N F ddl d Whil R < 
: It contains descriptions of about eight hundred of the ero l e e ome : 
t leading resorts of North America, lists of hotels and boarding re 
& houses at these various places, a map, routes and rates from W B 
, the principal stations on the Pennsylvania Railroad, and other as urning. 
' valuable information. 
. If you have grown tired of the resort you have visited “Criminal indiff - a‘ nie of 
der yeite, Suk tay Gulee & ctlediion from this beck for 0 raisin indifference ~ say. And you are right. But how much 
stay of a day, a week, a month, or the whole summer. worse is it than what you are doing every day? You have read these adver- T 
i You may plot out an extended tour covering mountain tisements of the HARTFORD FIRE INSURANCE COMPANY for a fr 
: and seashore, or a fishing trip, or a hunting jaunt, by rail year or more, telling you that you ought to know all about the company that P 
i or boat or a cotrinetion of both. ; carries your fire insurance, but have you done anything about it? Many have, 
: Any Ticket Agent of the Pennsylvania Railroad will but the majority of policy holders have done nothing about the selection of a . 
4 be glad to furnish a copy of this valuable book for Ten PSs They are still “ fiddling.” q 
Cents, or it will be mailed you postpaid, on receipt of —— vn Sapeatins -_ Oo 
Twenty-five Cents, by Geo. W. Boyd, General Passenger In the history of fire insurance in America, a large majority of the fire se 
Agent, Philadelphia, Pa. insurance companies organized have failed or retired from business. To be E 
insured in a company like the HARTFORD, that has been in business a . 
' : , n 
hundred years and will be in business a hundred years from now, costs no 
more than to be insured in one that may go out of business next week. . 
Oo 
It’s your property which is to be insured. It’s your money that pays the v 


premium. You are to get the indemnity in case of fire. In short, it’s your SI 
business and this matter is up to you. Why then, don’t you DO something ? en 








I 
And here’s what to do. At the bottom of this advertisement is a coupon. 
Cut it out, write in the name of your insurance agent or broker, sign your 3° 
name and mail it to him. a 
| Any agent or broker can get you a policy in the HARTFORD if you tell 
_ him to do so. Don’t be a “fiddler” in the face of fire. Cut out, fill in and ‘ 








mail the coupon. DO IT NOW. E 


Out To-Day! 








Out To-Day! 


Puck’s Monthly Magazme || £@,)Y ~~ - : 

No. 66—For JUNE CO ee | 
BRIMFUL OF FUN FROM COVER TO COVER oe 

Over Seventy Illustrations by the Best Comic Artists When my fire insurance expires, please see that I , 





get a policy in the HARTFORD. 


PRICE TEN CENTS PER COPY 


STATEMENT JANUARY 1, 1910 





All newsdealers, or by mail from Address PUCK, New York rol ; : : ; prt ys — £% Ret sa ee eee 
the publishers on receipt of price Assote, _. 23,035,700.61 




















Surplus dor Policy Spueiione, Epemcv aren ~~ Wee ros sas 
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“Laughter is an aid to 
digestion.” 


Evans 
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Ale 


Note the heartiness and good nature of the 
ale drinker. There must be something in it. 


Clubs, Cafes, Restaurants, Saloons. 
Cc. H. EVANS & SONS, Hudson, N.Y. 








ONE AFTER ANOTHER! 


That’s the way, think some of our 
friends, “funny stories” are told in 
PUCK office. 


“I suppose you hear a lot of funny 


’ stories,” they say. 


@ Their notion of the office of PuCK, 
or of any other humorous paper, 
seems to be a sort of Funny-Story 
Exchange, where the editors spend 
the day swapping yarns and, in some 
mystic way, get out the paper. 


@ Now, we’re not going into details 
on the subject, but that isn’t the 
way at all. We do hear a lot of 
stories in PUCK office, but we hear 


them just as the man in the millinery 
business, or the bond business, or the 
lumber business hears them — inci- 
dentally to his real work. Preparing 
a humorous paper conscientiously, 
and cutting out the “old stuff,” as 
PUCK endeavors to do, is serious 
business. There’s no time for any 
funny business in business hours. 


The clothing merchant, the haberdasher, 

or the proprietor of a department store 
who dressed his show-window with worn- 
out goods of a departed fashion would be 
foolish; but not more foolish than the comic 
paper which filled its pages with worn-out 
jokes on old, broken-down subjects. 


It is easy to make a comic paper out of 

old stuff. Toset a high standard and to 
stick to it is more difficult, but it pays ulti- 
mately in public appreciation. PUCK sets 
such a standard. PUCK is out of the rut. 


LET THE DEAD PAST BURY 
ITS DEAD JOKES! 


And there is another side to this 





BROMO- 
SELTZER 


CURES 


HEADACHES 


10¢,25¢, 504, & $199 Bottles. 








“TO-MORROW never comes,” quoted the Wise Guy. 
“Say, I guess you’ve never bought goods on the instalment plan,” co:n- 
mented the Simple Mug.—/%iladelphia Record. 








funny business—the political side— | 
as the following letter from the man-| 
aging editor of “The Public” indi- | 
cates: 


KepPpLer & SCHWARZMANN. 
New York City. | 

GENTLEMEN :—We have been pur-| 
chasing Puck for years regularly of | 
our newsman, but your little invitation 
to subscribe, to-day received, is in such 
admirable form, and our appreciation 
of the paper is so great, that we feel 
that we should like to have our name 
on your subscription list. I am there- 
fore enclosing $5 for a subscription 
Jor Louis F. Post. We certainly could 
not do our political housekeeping with- 
out Puck. ts editorials at the present 
moment are.as good as anything that is 
being done in the country—TI feel like 
saying the best that are being written in 
the country. Iam, 

Very sincerely yours, 
ALICE ‘THACHER Post. 


PUCK is to America what 
“Punch” is to England. 








HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street. ° ° 
Brancn WARKHOUSK : 20 Beekman Street. { Kew Vouk. 
All kinds of Paper made to order 








A Sure ‘THInec. 

“Do you think we will get anything 
really pure out of this movement for 
pure air, pure politics, pure food, and 
pure ballot ?” 

“ Oh yes.” 

“What is it?” 

“ Pure rot.”—Baltimore American. 


In a Pinch, use ALLEN’S FOOT-EASE. 


He.—I asked your father’s consent 
by telephone. 

SHe.—What did he say? 

He.—He said: “I don’t know who 
you are, but it’s all right.”—Home Life. 


TEACHER.—Jimmy, you look very 
pale this morning. Are you il]? 

Jimmy.—No ma’am. Ma washed 
my face this morning herself. — 
Woman's Home Companion. 





REFORMED ‘Too Soon. 


An eminent speaker at the Congre- 
gationalist meeting in the First Congre- 


gational Church, East Orange, was tell- | 


ing of a Westerner’s opinion of the East. 

“ This man,” said the speaker, “ was 
a prominent churchman and had oc- 
casion to visit New York, where he 
remained for a few days. In writing 
of his experiences to his wife in the 
West he had this to say: ‘ New York 
is a great city, but I do wish I had 
come here before I was converted.’” 
—Newark Star. 


just a LirrLe Exercise. 


The elevator conductor of a tall office 
building, noticing that the colored jani- 
tor had ridden up with him several times 
that morning, remarked: “Sam, this is 
the fifth time I have taken you up, but 
you have not come down with me.” 

“Well, you see,” Sam replied, “Ah 
been washin’ windows on de ‘leventh 
floor, and every now and agin Ah misses 
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A CONGO SHOWER-BATH.— Zustige Weit. 
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mah hold and falls out.”— Success. 





PUCK PROOFS 


Photogravures from PUCK. 


Copyright 1910 by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 





TIME, THREE A.M. ASLEEP AT LAST. 
Photogravure in Sepia, 11 x 8 in. 


By Angus MacDonail. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS 











This is but one example of the PUCK PROOFS. 
Send Ten Cents for Catalogue with over Seventy 
Miniature Reproductions. 3 3 s: % 3 











Address PUCK 


Trade supplied by Gubelman Publishing Co., 295-309 Lafayette St. New York 


17-19 Mechanic St., Newark, N. J. 




























































“The women of Venezuela are prettier 
than those of Nicaragua,’ said one of the 
men, “so I have quit the Gordon expedition 
to join Castro’s.”—News Jiem. 






Wm the pompous tyrants bluster, 
Where the rebel armiés plot, 
Where the dark-eyed beauties cluster 

In each house and garden plot, 
Let me go and filibuster— 

I’ll be Johnny-on-the-Spot— 
Where each maiden is a beaut 
’T will be joy to revolute. 








I‘d not go—not for a million— 
To the chilly arctic ice, 

1’ll remain a plain civilian 
Ere 1’ll think about it twice; 

But those beauties, half Castilian, 
Are, they tell me, very nice. 

| would be a rebel, too, 

For the chance to meet a few. 


OLE OPED ETT ee | ELIAS 


Show me where the pretty women 
Most abundantly abound, 

And, though there’s a tyrant grim in 
Office, 1’ll upset the hound! 

Give me lots of blood to swim in, 

"Give me bullets by the pound, 

if the pretty girls are there 

Naught is there I would n’t dare! 


SEIT ER ET A Ee 


eae i eee 


Lead me, then, against some Cesar 
In a land of liquid eyes, 

I will bring him to his knees, or 
Teach him how a tyrant dies ! 
While some sprightly lady Greaser 

Looks across her fan—and sighs. 
Who would not upset a throne 
Just to call a girl his own? 


Still, on second thought, my duty 
Keeps me busy here at home; 

Thoughts of loot and wondrous booty 
Tempt me not at all to roam; 

For there’s lots and lots of beauty 
Here. Why cross the “bitter foam”? 

And besides I’m hampered so,— 

Wifie would n’t let me go. 

Berton Braley. 




















